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iatOead af answeiig he bitusti nto a fit iif laugilteu
-) stîrngely and ish'ckingly foreign to lis tl

cf i man. Mis mlle la rare and asweet; lis
nanner, perfectly quiet and rotiring, has yet a
latent persusiuvenesa in il, which Ls (to women)
Irreststlbly wlnnng. Ie Just liait-s a little ln
his walks, frtom ithe effect of an injury received
lu paIa years, whln he was a soldhier erving lin
I dld, and he carries a thick bam boa cane,

wit a a curious crut-ch handle an old rfavourite)
t huelp hilmself alonug wihenever lie gets on hi*
feet, indoors or out. With this one little dmw.
back (if IL Is a lrawback>, there lt notilig in-
trmn or old o awkward about him; hii. slglit
limp wlhen ho walks las (perbap to Lmy partial
eyélb a certasnquaint grace of it-Aown, which is
pleasant.er to sce than the unrestrained acttivity
Of other men. And lst, and bost of ail, I love
hini ! i love hltn 1 I love him I And thare ia
an nd of my portraIt of mîy liusbanid on our
Weddilng day.

TIhe glass lias td me ail 1 wut ta know.
Wf'eaive the vestr alit- tax.

The sky, cloudy sinceo the morning, has lark-
'fned while we have been in the church, and
the rain t abegini ng I ofaitlheavily. The idlers
Outuide b «tare at lis grimnly under t-heir uibralas
a we pam thrungh thieir ranks, and ionten Into
mlr carringe. No cheering ; no sunshine ; no
fiwer st-rewnl i mnr pathl; nogrand breakfast ;
no genial «peeches, n brideamitaids; noriatherlsa
or nmother'a blemanig. A drery wedding-thlere
lx li) deinyinîg it-and (<If Auunt.St.arkweatier IN
right a.bad beinntlig as welI b

A coup4 li been reserved for i at the rail-
way «tation. Thîe ail et-ive porter, on the look-

iut for bis foe, pulls dow lithe blinda over the
side Windows of the cars loge, andi shuta ont- al
pryling eyes ini that, way. Afler what seoms to
ie4 4&n 1interminable delay the train starta. My

hiulsband winda bla arm round me. '0At, last 1"
lie wlispera, with love In bls oyes that-no wordn

t-t

- th efirst iUme, I on the bank and be in.the
shallow water below. Our eyes encountered,
and I verily belleve our bearta er.ontered at
the samie moment. This I know for eortain,
we forgot our breeding as lady and gentleman
we looked at each other ln barbarous silence.

1 was the fret to recover myself. Whst di
. . . . . . .. -- 1Say tu him 7

1 said something about rny hnot being hurt,
And.then something more, urging him to come
back, and try If he mght not yet recover hie

He went back unwillIngly. He returned to
me-of course, without the fish. Knowing how
btterly dlsappolnted my uncle would have
been In bis place, I apologised very earnestly.
In my eagerness to make atonement I even

V_ offered to show him a.spot where he might try
again, lower down the steam.

He would not hear of it; he entreated me to
go home and change my wet dres. I cared no-
thing for the wetting, but I obeyed him without
knowing why.

Z RHe walked with me. My way back to the
ricarage was bis way hack to the Inn He had
come to our parts, lie told me, for the quiet anl
retirement as much as for the fishini. lie had
noticed me once or twice from ithe window of
bis room a the Inn. He asked If I was not the
vicar's daughter.

I set him righL. I told him that the vienr
had mnarried my mother', sister, and that the
two had been father and motbr to me since

1 the death o my parents. He asked if he mlght
v enture to call on Doctor Starkweather the
next day; menUoning the Dame or a friendof bi
wIth whom he belleved the vicar tonbe acquaint.

ed. I lnvlted him tovisit ne, as If it had been my
bouse; I waA spell-bouud, under ii eye sand.Z. . - under bis volce. I had fancled, onestly fanciedl,
myself to have been lu love, Oten and often
before this time. Never, In no other manli
company, had i feit as I now teliln the pre-
sence of Athi mari. NigIght seemedT tfail snd.
denly over the evening landlcape when lie left
me. I leaned against the Vicarage gat. I could-
not breathe, I could Dot think; My heart ltt-
tered as if Il would dly out or my bo,om--_and
ail this for a stranger I I burnt with shame
but oh, in spite of i, ail, I was 0 happy.!

And now, when the lttle more than a few
weeks had passed since that first meeting, t
bad him by mny side; he was mine for lire! I
lirted my head from his bosom w look at him.
I was like a child with a uew toy--I wanedi t
make sure th-at le was really my own.

He never noticed the action: he never noved
in bis corner of the carrage. Was lie deep in
his own thoughts ? and were they thoughts of
Me ?

I laid down my head again softly, so as not
to disturb hlm. My thoughts wandered back-
ward once more, and sbowed me anotber pic-

j ture ID the golden gallery ofthe past.
The garden ai the Vicarage forriied the new

Il:ene. The ume was nighLt. We had mti
together In secret. We were walking slowly 1,,
and fro, out of sight of the bouse: now lu tie
shadowy pathsoft0the shrubbery now in t .e
lovely moonlight on the -. pen lawn.,

We had long since o1wned our love, and de-
oted our lives0 to eacli other. Already Our

i1interests were one; already we shared the
pieasures and the pains or lire. I had gone ou:
to meet hlm that niEht witb a heavy heart, to
seek comfort li his presence. undt tflud en
couragementin bis voic. Le ioticed that I
sighed when he frst ook ne in is arms, an-i
be gently turned my head towards the mo.n-
light, tu read my trouble in my face. How ofiii
he had read my happineSs there tri the earlier
days of our love!

IaYou bring bad news, my angel," he salid,
lifting my bair lenrderly from my foîrehead a
he spoke. "1I see the liUnes here which telli me
of anxiety and distress. I almost wish I loved
you less dearly, ValeriL"

îînik~ nv oîîrl Ihad<'vr yî herd h. î~~, I mighi, gîve yoti bacli your freedom. I bave
r-lou, coairse, hrd intghIter so utterly r yet heard issue from îis ivs y t eave utis place, a.d yor unwle waoub
haracter as I îund ,t-l il thai stood stilli o the sands, nd openly rmionstratiad with himi lie satistned, and yOu would he relieved from ail

(See page 363, coL )J the cares that are pressing on you now."
Don't- speak of il, Enstace ! If you want me

can utter, and presses me t hlim gently. My a ravine in the rocky moorlanîd. Il was a t forget my cars say you love me more de rly
arm steals round bis nock mny eyes answer wlidy. shadowy evening. A heavily cloudel than ever."
hi eyes. Our lipm neet lu the frst longi linger- îiiunset lay low and red In the west. A solitary He sali It in a ki.<s. We hau a moment Of
ing klas ofour narried life. angler stood casting bis fly, at a turn in the exquisite forgetfulnss of the lihanwaysoflife.

O>h, what recoliections of that-journey rise in stream, where the backwater lay still anddeep a moment of dellelous absorptlon In each other.
ie as I write ! Let me dry my eyes, and shut inder an overbanging bank. A girl (myself) I came back tu realliles, fortiled and oomposed,

up my paper for the day, Standing on the bank, Invisible to the flsherman i rewarded for ail that I liad gone through, ready
beneath. waited eagerly to see the trout rise. to go tbrough It aIl over agit ilfor another kIss.

The moment came; the fiah tank the ty. Only givz' a woman love, and there is nothlnc
CHAPTER U Sonmetimes on tic little,levl st.rip of sand at she will not venture, suffer, and do.

TnE aRDS's TnoUayiTS. the feet of the bank; sometimes (when tbe -Have they len raising fresh lobject.ons to
strearm turned again) in the shallower water our marrage?" lie asked, m we sowlywalked

We had been travelling fora little more than rushing over its rocky bed, the angler foi- Or again.
an hour, when a change passed insensibly over lowed the captured trout, nOW letting the lino " No; they have doune wlth ob.ilecing. They
us both. run ul, and ntow winding lt in again, in ,the have retuembered at ast that b arn oage, and

Stijl aitting close together, wlth my hand.in dîffiouilt and dellcate process of "playing "I the that, ci enchoose for nyset. They have been
his, with my bead on bli shoulder, little by fisl. Along the bank I folowed, to watch the pleading with me, Eu..tact., to give you up. My
litti we fell insensibly into sIlence. Had we ouitest of skill and cunîning between the muan aunt, whoi I thIotught ralher a hard wona,
aireadIy exbausted the narrow yet eloquent and the troui. I bad lived long enonghi with has bee eryin -fOr he rirst time lin uy expe-
vocabulary of love? Or hald we determiued by my Uncle Starkweather t catch sanme of his rience ltf lier. ly oncle, always kiad andi g txýI
timexpressed consent, after enjoying the lnxury enthusiasm for field sports, and to leiarn sume to- m1ne, lias heen kinder and btter than ever.
of passion that speakl, to try the deeper and thing, espectally, of the angler's art. Still fol- He .as told nie that if i perIst In becoming
lner rapture passion that thtnk ? I can ,hardly lowing the stranger, with uy eyes Intently your wife I shall not be deserted on m ny 'wetding
determine; i1only knowhlai. a time came fxed on every movement of his rod and lin, day. Wierever we iay mîarry lie wi hbe there
wlen under some stranuge influece onur lips and wth inio so much as a chance fragment of t read the service, and my aiut will go to the
were closod towards each Other, We travelled my attention to spare for the rough patl aiong chluirc withi me. But u entreAtsfi me t uco0f
aloung, each of un atisorbed linour Own reverlo. ¡lwhich I was walking, I ltepped by chance uon .ir seriously what 1 am doing-tio consent l

Was he tinking exclusively of me-.a I was i the loost overhanging ceartht a the edge of the a separation froni you for il time-to cnulit
tnking exluvely of him Iefore the Jour. I nbank, audt fell into ie streainlu au iainstant. i- otier people oit iy ialtion towr ou. If I
ney's end I 1bad my doubta, at a littlO latertine The dIstatice was trittliig; the wtater wa.s arm uni satleltd with is opinion. lihl, iiY dar-
I knew for certaIn, that lis t.hotigit., wander. slgilow ; thle lied of the river wam (fortuinaeteoly« ilng, they are as anxioiî ta part u.,, aus if you
Ing far away trom lis young vîfe, were ail for nie) of sand. Beyond the fright and the were the worst, instead of the beAt fn meni!"

turned Inward on his own unhappy sOif wetting I haid nothing tu complain of. 1in a few IlHAa anyllhin happened sitce yesterday to
For me, the secret pleasureof filling my mind moments was outof the water and up agal:i, uncrease theirdtl'irnst tif mie" hle aakeul

white I ftoit him by my aide, was a luxury In very nuch ashamed of iyself, o t-he lrm "Yes."
seit. ground. Short as the interval wr, it proved What is it

1 pictured lu my tioughtsaour firsit meeting long enough to favour the escape r te fish. "Yu remember referring my une en a
in the neigboutirliod of my uncle'. Ihouse. The angler liad beard my first instinctive cry friend of yours and of bis?"

Our faumous north-iountry toutt-trneani of alartu had lturned, and liad ithrown salte lis " Yes. To Major Fits-David."
wound t- ashing sand foaming way thrugh rod to help nie. We onfrontied each other for My uncle lias written to Major Fii. d.


